Msg, Realistic 


“I'll never forget whatsis name. He worked over there with whosit 
and married the Leary girl. Or was it the Onofrio girl. 


Separate ethnics but they looked alike. Well, anyway, he died, 
and | chipped in for flowers. 


Well, God might recognize him. It’s his job, after all. 
Let’s not get soppy. We live and die alone, no matter 
who or what tries to alleviate it. Just the facts, Ma’am!” 


